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Of course she must refuse. How could she sit
there with him so publicly? She could hear the
whispers, and jokes and comments: * What's Bird
doing with the miser's daughter? * Then she
remembered what her mother had said, that this
sensitiveness was sentimentality, cowardice even.
Colour came into her cheeks, her eyes softened and
were gentle, her hand trembled against the letter.
How good he was 1 How wonderful of him to think
of her! She repeated it to herself over and over; her
eyes filled with tears so that the room blurred with
misty candlelight.

With a shock she heard a tap on the door.

* Come in 1' she said, putting the letter on her
dressing-table.   The door opened and Uncle Michael
entered.

He was dressed only in shirt and trousers and he
carried a lighted candle. He blew it out and closed
the door very carefully behind him. He looked
completely exhausted, as though he had been running,
his forehead shining with sweat; his chest, showing
through his open shirt, glistened. He looked at her,
sheepishly smiling. Then he drew his shirt together
and held it with one hand.

4 What is it?' she asked.   * What's the matter? *
' May I sit down for a moment, Elizabeth?    I
was sleeping in a chair in the dining-room and I had
a horrible dream------'

* Yes, of course.   Here/   She showed him a small
shabby easy-chair,   * I was just going to bed.'

He sat down; she could see that his fat knees
were trembling and, herself in a mood,of tenderness,
she was filled with kindness, remembering the loud
buoyant man he had been only six months ago.